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PHOTOGRAPHY-3RD  PLACE-  DAVID  SOUTHARD 


MY  ROAD 

TO  WRITE  LIGHT  POETRY  IS  SO  MUCH  FUN  FOR  ME 

'CAUSE  I'M  BLESSED  WITH  PARONOM  ASI  AM  AN  I  A. 

THAT  MEANS  LOVE  OF  PUNNING,  AND  I  THINK  PUNS  ARE  CUNNING, 

AND  THEY  MAKE  POEMS, O,  SO  CR AZI A-ZANl A! 

A  MAN  SAID  OF  A  PUN  (FOR  HE  COULDN'T  THINK  OF  ONE) 
"A  PUN'S  LOWEST  OF  ALL  FORMS  OF  HUMOR." 
BUT  I  DON'T  GIVE  A  FIGGLE,  FOR  PUNS  MAKE  ME  GIGGLE. 
SO,  A  POX  ON  THAT  GROUCH,  OR  A  TUMOR. 

I  ONCE  HEARD  A  BOOR  SAY  THAT  POETS  ARE  POOR, 

AND  MORE  SO,  IF  THEY  TRY  TO  BE  FUNNY. 

BUT  TO  BE  WITHOUT  CASH  WOULD  HAVE  MADE  OGDEN  GNASH, 

AND  I'M  TOLD  SHAKESPEARE  NEVER  LACKED  MONEY. 

SOME  WRITE  WITH  GRAVITY  AND  SOME  WITH  DEPRAVITY, 
AND  THEY  FEEL  NOTHING'S  BASER  THAN  FUN. 
BUT  THAT  BASE,  IT  WILL  BE--WHERE  I  PLANT  MY  POETREE; 
AND  LONG  MAY  IT  GROW  THEREAPUN. 

Joyce  Salamone 
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Albatross 

Reflected  sunlight  outlined 

the  slowly  moving  wings 
Larger  than  any  mind 

ever  brought  to  dreams 
Great  and  graceful  its  design 

gliding  on  the  air 
white  and  light  blue  feathers 

disturbed  the  silence  there 


And  1  watched  an  albatross 
Brilliant  with  sunshining  gloss 

cross  above  closely 
I  could  have  touched  him  if  I  thought 
To  try  but  1  forgot... 

And  he  passed  as  surely  as  I 

passed  between 
The  time  now  when  facts  Uve 

and  when  I  lived  in  dreams 

POETRY  -  3RD  PLACE  -  Frank  Smith 


LADY-NIGHT 

LADY-NIGHT. 

YOU  PROWL  ON  FELINE  FEET. 

YOUR  BLACK  SILKEN  CAPE,  STAR-STUDDED. 

ENVELOPES  EARTH 

WITH  SOFTNESS. 

LADY-NIGHP. 

YOUR  GOLDEN  EYE 

IS  HALF-CLOSED  BY  A  LID  OF  CLOUD. 

ARE  YOU  SLEEPY  TOO? 


NADIA 

NADIA  GLIDES  LIKE  A  FAWN 

SILENT  BY  THE  LAKE 
WHILE  A  SMILING  SUN  WARMS 

THE  SHORE  WHERE  RIPPLES  BREAK. 

IN  THE  QUIET  LAUGHTER 

OF  THE  WATER  BY  THE  SHORE 

1  DREAM  OF  PERFECT  BEAUTY 

DANCING  NADIA  AND  NO  MORE. 

Frank  Smith 


LADY-NIGHT, 

DO  YOU  FEAR 

THE  FAST-APPROACHING  DAWN 

THAT  BANISHES  YOU? 

RELUCTANTLY, 

YOU  SLINK  AWAY. 

YOUR  FOOTSTEPS  JUST  AHEAD 

OF  THE  MINUTES  OF  MORNING. 
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With  the  terror  of  his  capture 

Terrible  to  gauge 
Attempting  flights  of  fancy 

In  solitude  he  raced 
Bruising  his  dusky  wings 

Against  the  rusty  cage 

The  grey  devil  broods  his  yellow  eyes  glowing 

Fixed  on  the  spinaflex  that  is  growing 

Brighter  by  the  moment  though  the  dark  wooden  forest 

Approaching  as  the  music  of  avenging  angel  chorus 


His  many  clawed  hand  clutched 

Surrounding  bars 
As  he  cursed  words  of  anger  that 

Blazed  as  falling  stars 
Across  the  white  pages  that  were  clouds  in  the  sky 
Then  sat  with  his  tears  for  the  words  that  were  denied 

The  grey  devil  watched 

As  angel-time  unlocked  ^ 

The  door  of  his  prison  V 

Of  expressions  once  blocked 
Then  stepped  as  the  shackles  and  the  chains  like  the  past 
Had  released  their  hellish  hold  on  his  attempts  to  fly  at  last 

Frank  Smith 
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THE  FOUR  SEASONS 

THE  EARTH,  CONTENT,  LIES  BASKING  IN  THE  RAIN, 

A  TIMID  BUD  PEEPS  OUT  AND  GREETS  THE  SUN, 

AS  SPRING  UNFOLDS  ITS  PAGEANTRY  AGAIN. 

BUT  FLEETING  DAYS  SOON  HERALD  SUMMER  FUN. 

THE  WARMTH  AND  RAINFALL  DUEL  THE  WEEKS  AWAY. 

THE  BLUSHING  FLOWERS  AND  RIP'NING  FRUIT  ARE  SPREAD. 

ANDNOWIT,'S  AUTUMN,   LEAVES  IN  COLOR  SWAY, 

TRANSFORM  THE  LANDSCAPE  INTO  GOLD  AND  RED. 

WHILE  CHILDREN  ROMP  ACROSS  THE  GOLDEN  SAND 

THE  LAST  DEAD  LEAF  CLINGS  SADLY  TO  THE  VINE. 

AS  WINTER  STEALS  ITS  WAY  ACROSS  THE  LAND, 

A  VEIL  OF  WHITE  IS  DRAPED  ACROSS  THE  PINE. 

BUT  WHEN  I  FONDER-SUMMER,  SPRING  OR  FALL... 

THERE'S  NO  ONE  SEASON  I  LOVE  BEST  OF  ALL. 


POETRY  -  2ND  PLACE  -  Gunda  Caldwell 
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THE  BLOOD  DIAMOND 


I  always  considered  classified  ads  in  newspapers  boring. 
Now  I  can't  stop  reading  them. 

It  began  one  rainy  dull  evening  about  three  months  ago. 

Nothing  on  TV  seemed  interesting.  Helen,  my  wife,  had 
gone  to  a  club  meeting.  With  nothing  better  to  do,  I 
read  the  entire  evening  newspaper,  including  the  classified 
ads.  One  ad  caught  my  attention.  I  couldn't  believe  what 
I  read. 

FOR  SALE-FIVE  CARAT  DIAMOND 
$1500.  Write  Box  XP45 
c/o  Glenville  Daily  News 
This  had  to  be  a  mistake.     No  one  would  legally  sell 
a  five-carat   stone  for  that  kind  of  money.     If  it  were 
stolen,   who  would  be  stupid   enough  to  advertise  it  in 
a  public  paper?      Must  be  a  printer's  error.     More  like 
15,000.     Surely  they  would  run  a  retraction  in  the  next 
edition. 

I  dropped  the  paper  on  the  floor  and  stood  by  the 
window  watching  the  light  rain  fall.    The  wet  pavement 

mirrored  car  headlights  as  they  went  by.     The  light  re- 
flections on  the  window  sparkled  like  crystal-— or  diamonds 
That  ad!    If  it  were  true,  what  a  profit  there  could  be  on 
a  diamond  that  size! 

Racing  into  the  kitchen,  I  ransacked  everything  until  I 
found  the  previous  newspaper.  The  ad  wasn't  in  that  one. 
It  ran  just  once  so  far.  There  would  be  no  sleep  for  me 
unless  I  did  something  about  that  ad. 

A  request  for  more  information  burned  my  fingers  until  I 
dropped  the  letter  in  a  mailbox  on  the  corner.  It  wouldn't 

hurt  to  ask.  I  had  to  know  if  that  ad  was  for  real.  That 
amount  would  wipe  out  our  savings  account,  but  the 
thought  of  that  stone  blotted  out  of  my  mind  the  big  zero 
mark  across  the  account  book. 

After  six  long  days  of  waiting,  I  gave  up,  deciding  it  had 
been  some  sort  of  a  joke.    The  ad  did  not  run  again.    I 
was  glad  I  hadn't  told  Helen. 

Exactly   a   week   later   the   phone   rang.      Off  guard,   I 
answered  casually,  only  to  jump  right  out  of  the  chair  to 
my  feet. 

"Mr.  Thomas,  you  sent  a  letter  of  inquiry  about  a  diamond 
Are  you  interested  in  it?"  Here  was  the  call  I  had  waited 
for.  I  tried  to  answer  normally,  but  my  throat  was  so  tight 
I  could  hardly  get  my  breath.  When  I  asked  him  a 
question,  my  voice  came  out  high-pitched  and  squeaky, 
"Were  you  asking  $1500?"  Breathlessly  I  waited  for  that 
all-  important  answer. 


"Yes,  that  is  correct."     The  accent  was  strange.    "I  sell 
this  stone   for  that  amount.   .  .that  is  all  I  will  need." 
Wonder  if  he  will  turn  out  to  be  a  fence  or  con  artist.      ^ 
Better  watch  my  step  or  I  could  be  in  trouble.  ^B 

I    remembered    every   detail   about   the  contact,   relived  it 
over  and  over,  trying  to  see  if  a  clue  could  help  me  fit 
all  the  pieces  together,  ant 
all  the  pieces  together,  anything  I  might  have  overlooked. 

I'm  definitely  interested.  Where  do  you  want  to  meet  me? 
Here  or  there?"   He  hadn't  introduced  himself,  either.  "By 

the  way  I  didn't  catch  your  name." 

"I    did   not   tell   you,   but  you   may  call  me  Whiteray." 
He  had  to  be  a  foreigner.      "I  shall  arrive  at  your  re- 
sidence   in    precisely    one-half   hour."       A   click   ended 
the  call. 

I  looked  at  Helen.  She  was  staring  curiously  at  me. 
Something  kept  me  from  telhng  her  right  there  and 
then  what  was  on  my  mind.  She  might  refuse  to  go  along 
being  a  practical-minded  person  who  frownw 

being  a  practical-minded  person  who  frowned  on  taking 
chances  with  anything. 

There    was    no   thought   of   giving   up   now.    .    .had   to       ^B 
track   that    stone   down   and   get   it.  So  I  told  her,  ^» 

"Hon,a  man  from  the  office  is  going  to  be  here  in  a 
half-hour  to  talk  business,  but  he  wants  to  talk  to  me  in 
private.     Will  you  visit  with  our  neighbor  for  a  while  so 
we  can  talk?" 

Avoiding  the  look  I  knew  would  be  there,  I  instead  care- 
fully and  slowly  lit  a  cigarette  so  I  wouldn't  have  to  say 
more.  No  questions,  that  was  Helen,  she  never  pried. 
Just  got  up  and  left  the  house. 

When  the  knock  announced  his  arrival,  I  was  shocked  how 
clammy  my  hands  were.  It  was  ahrd  to  turn  the  doorknob 
Maybe  I  should  have  talked  it  over  with  Helen. 

He  stood  in  the  doorway,  eyes  swiftly  scanning  the  interior 

of  the  room,  before  coming  inside.   He  was  short, hatless 
a  man  with  a  pink  look,like  a  northerner  with  a  holiday 

sunburn,  a  sharp  contrast  to  his  light  gray  eyes.    I  did  a 
doubletake  on  the  eyes,  for  both  pupil  and  iris  were  the 
same   pale   gray.      Odd!      Almost  as  if  he   were  blind. 
But  he  wasn't.    Those  eyes  penetrated  right  to  the  back 
of  my  head. 

As  he  walked  inside,  past  me,  I  thought  I  smelled  mustard. 

MUSTARD!     Probably  his  shaving  lotion  or  hair  spray?  ^ 

It  still  reminded  me  of  mustard. 
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In  the  big  yellow  circle  of  light  under  the  floor  lamp  his 
pink  palm  was  steady  as  he  shook  a  small  box  over  it. 
Out   tumbled   a   large  diamond,  square  cut,  at  least  five 
carats,  with  a  bright  t 

carats,  with  a  bright  red  spot  in  the  center.  Never  have 
I  seen  such  a  diamond.  It  was  magnificent.  My  hands  were 
shaking  and  my  voice  disappeared  as  I  was  swept  with  a 
feeling  like  gold  fever.  No  matter  what  happened,  I  had 
to  have  it.  He  dropped  it  inot 
to  ahve 

to  have  it.  He  dropped  it  into  my  hand  as  I  stared  at  it. 
The  little  red  spot  was  like  a  magnet.  The  stone  felt  hot 
in  my  hand. 

"Where   did   that   come   from?"      Was  thst  my  voice? 
Whiteray  smiled, 

"Where  I   came  from  are  other  stones  like   this.      We 
call  them  blood  diamonds.  The  spot  is  not  a  flaw,  but  indi- 
cates a  priceless,  rare  identity  for  you,  as  you  will  discover 
when  you  possess  it."    He  looked  me  straight  in  the  eye 
when  he  talked,  and  I  could  not  shoft  my  eyes  away.  A 

dozen  questions  hung  inside  my  head,  left  unvoiced. 

I  knew  that  no  matter  how  many  questions  I  asked,  his 

secret  screen  would  not  be  penetrated.     "I  need  $1500, 


^^  no  more,  to  buy  something  I  would  take  with  me  on  a  journ- 
ey. The  pruchase  is  not  important  for  you  to  know.  I  do  not 
need  additional  money  where  I  go,  so  there  is  no  need  to  re- 
quire more  from  you." 

Now   I    had   heard   everything.      Since  he  did  not   need 
extra   money,   he  was  satisfied  with  the  exact  amount 
needed   for  whatever  he  was  going  to  buy.     He  wasn't 
human. 

Then  came  the  real  showdown.  "One  more  thing,  Whitery 
do  you  have  any  proof  that  you  own  the  stone?    Do  you 
have  any  sort  of  legal  paper  to  protect  me? 

"In  two  days  I  can  provide  you  with  the  required  paper, 
I  come  back  at  that  time."    He  got  up  to  leave.    As  he 

'replaced  the  stone  in  his  pocket  I  was  afraid  something 

would  happen  to  prevent  his  return.     I  had  to  get  that 

diamond. 

"How  about  leaving  the  stone  at  Preston's  Jewelry  Shop 

for  appraisal  and  safekeeping?  Pres  could  put  it  in  his 
safety  vault  until  you  are  ready  to  deliver.  And  if  he 
did  not  think  it  a  good  buy,  we  could  cancel  the  whole 
thing  now."     In  case  of  a  fraud  of  some  kind,  I  wanted 

^p    cover  all   possibilities.      "By   the  way,   if  I   need   to 

l^^ntact  you,   where  are  you   staying?" 


"Some  15  miles  from  here,  but  you  will  not  need  to  reach 
me,  and  I  will  return  as  I  promised."  He  paused  in  the 
open  doorway  before  disappearing  into  the  night.  Funny 
about  that  mustard  smell. 

Pres  hardly  had  time  to  open  his  store  in  the  norning 
before  I  began  telling  him  about  the  stone  and  plying 
him  with  questions. 

"Have   you  ever  heard   of  diamonds  with  red   spots  in 

the  middle?     Pres  blinked  his  eyes  and  stared  at  me 

I  repeated  my  question.     He  shook  his  head. 

"Could  it  be  a  flaw?  A  fake?    Mavbe  some  other  kind 

of  stone?"    Pres  keop  shaking  his  head  from  side  to  side. 

"Never.  Are  you  sure  they  were  real  spots?"  "Yes,  yes  ,  " 

I   answered  impatiently,   "real  spots,  bright  red,  same 

color  as  fresh  blood.   .   .in  fact  he  called  them  blood 

diamonds. 

Pres  phoned  the  Jewelers'  Association  while  I  checked 
with  the  FBI  to  see  if  they  had  any  information  about 
stolen  gems.  If  I  couldn't  buy  this,  maybe  I  could  at 
least  pick  up  a  reward  if  it  was  stolen. 

"A  bloody  diamond,  you  mean?"  The  tone  of  his  voice 
made  me  wish  I  hadn't  asked.  I  tried  to  tell  him  what 
it  looked  like.  He  sounded  as  though  he  thought  I  was 
kidding  him,  and  when  he  asked  me  to  come  down  and 
talk  it  over  with  him,  I  told  him  to  forget  it  and  hung  up. 
Too  uptight  to  go  to  work,  I  stopped  by  the  drug  store 

to  get  a  cup  of  coffee.  A  faint  smell  of  mustard  alerted 
me  just  befor  Whiteray   touched  my   sleeve.     By  then 

I   was   irritable,   and  let  him  know  it,   "Thought  you 
couldn't  get  back  until  tomorrow.     If  you  can  get  here 
today,  why  not  do  it?"    Why  put  it  off?"    He  didn't  get 
a  word  edgewise.    "Why  don't  you  just  call?"  I  couldn't 
stop. 

"I  assure  you,  Mr.  Thomas,  there  is  no  faster  way  to  make 
the  arrangement,  this  is  the  way  it  will  have  to  be. 
Don't  submit  yourself  to  needless  fear.  .  .you  are 
agreed  upon  to  be  the  one  who  may  buy  the  diamond." 
I  felt  a  little  better,  at  least  he  was  not  going  to  talk 
with  anyone  else.  I  thought  about  Pres,  so  close,  maybe 
we  could  get  the  stone  appraised  to  see  if  it  was  really 
worth  all  the  sweat.  My  stomach  tied  up  in  knots  when 
Whiteray  dropped  the  diamond  into  Pres'  hand.     There 

it  was.  .  .MY  STONE.  That  same  wild  feehng  of  paying 
any  price  but  I  had  to  have  it.  Pres  eyed  it  sucked  in 
his  breath  as  he  went  to  the  back  of  the  counter.    With 

the  eye  glass  in  place,  he  turned  the  diamond  slowly, 
around  and  around.      The  ticking  of  the  clock  on  the 
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wall  kept  getting  louder  and  louder.     The  air  was  thick 
with  tension.     I  felt  as  if  it  were  going  to  smother  me. 
Yet  Pres  stood  there  quietly,  just  looking  at  it. 
"Damn  it,  Pres,  is  it?.  .  .is  it    "  Pres  held  up  a  hand 
to  silence  me. 

"Where  did  you  get  this,  Whiteray?"     Pres  showed  no 
emotion. 

I  cannot  say.     The  secret  is  not  mine  alone  to  reveal." 

Those  pale  eyes  stared  right  back  at  Pres. 

"Do  you   have  any  more?     Want  to  sell  another  one?" 
Pres  kept  his  voice  well  under  control.    The  words  burned 
into  my  mind.  .  . 
"Pres,"  I  exploded,  "It's  real,  real." 

Whiteray  smiled  at  me,  but  talked  to  Pres, 

"Where  I  come  from  are  more.    But  I  do  not  need  to  sell 

any  other,  so  it  has  been  agreed  that  Mr.  Thomas  will  be  the 

buyer." 

"Tom,  it  is  real,  well  over  five  carats,  and  above  pricing," 

Pres  was  speaking  to  me,  and  I  felt  as  if  I  were  dreaming, 

"if  you  buy  it,  this  is  the  only  one  of  it's  kind  in  the 

world.  .  .you  could  name  your  price,"  And  then  I  was 
aware  of  a  woman  who  had  walked  in  and  was  listening 
to  all   that  we  had  said,   and   trying  to  see   the  stone. 

"I  do  not  want  so  much  talk  about  it,"  Whiteray  for  the 
first  time  looked  displeased,  "I  wll  return  tomorrow  as  I 
promised,  when  it  will  be  more  private."  He  retrieved  the 
stone  and  headed  for  the  door.  Just  before  he  stepped  out 
he  added,  "That  will  be  my  last  day  with  you."  He  was 
gone. 

1  bolted  for  the  door  and  hit  an  unmovable  target,  the 
woman  who  had  been  trying  to  see  the  stone.  We  both 
sprawled  on  the  floor  and  by  the  time  I  picked  her  up,  he 
nad  disappeared  from  the  street. 

The  next  morning  curious  people  milled  around  outside 
The  store  and  some  began  browsing  through  the  displays. 
Trust  a  woman,  I  thought  to  myself,  to  spread  the  word 
around  when  something  mysterious  is  about  to  happen. 

Since  Whiteray  had  not  said  when  he  would  arrive,  we  just 
killed  time,  the  hours  dragging  by,  endless  and  eneventful. 
We  chain,  smoked  cigarettes  and  strained  eyes  to  the  door 

every  time  someone  came  through.  At  closing  time  the  air 
grew  stifling  and  people  seemed  reluctant  to  give  up  and  go 
home. 

"That  women  better  not  ever  go  near  me  again,"  I  fumed. 


Pres  smiled  sympathetically.     "She  sure  spread  the  word 
about  the  diamond."    He  pulled  eyebrows  into  a  thin  line 
over  his  eyes  and  half  grinned,  "Funny  thing,  though,  this 
afternoon,  a  while  ago,  I  smelled,  or  at  least  thought  I 
smelled  mustard.  Now  isn't  that  funny?" 

"Mustard!"  I  jumped  to  my  feet,  "Mustard. .  .  Pres,  that  is 
HIS  smell.  Pres,  he  was  here,  and  I  didn't  see  him.  I'll  bet 
he  left  because  there  are  so  damn  many  people  in  here." 
Couldn't  decide  whether  to  curse  or  cry. 
That  was  the  last  I  heard  of  my  diamond  or  of  Whiteray. 
I  have  gone  over  an  ever-widening  radius  asking  questions 
and  looking  for  answers.  No  one  I  talked  to  remembered 
a  short  stocky  man  with  pink  skin  and  grey  eyes,  and  a 
smell  of  mustard.  He  has  just  vanished  frome  the  face  of  the 
earth. 

I  have  gone  over,  with  a  fine-toothed  comb,  every  inch  of 
more  than  the  15  miles  around  here  where  he  said  he  had 
been  staying.  There  isn't  even  a  house  or  building  in  that 
area,  no  matter  what  direction  I  check.  Just  wilderness. 
And  it  swallowed  him  completely. 

Everytime  I  see  a  newspaper  I  must  go  through  the  ads. 
I  know  he  is  gone.  He  said  he  would  not  be  back,  but  I 
just  can't  give  up. 

One  chance,  so  close.  .  .  and  now  it's  gone.  Will  I  ever 
find  a  clue  to  the  blood  diamond  that  nearly  was  mine? 

PROSE  -  1st  Place  -  Gunda  Caldwell 
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DUNCAN'S  LAMENT 

He  enters  down  the  aisle, 

usually  unseen. 
And  saunters  to  the  front 

where,  he  alone  is  king. 

He  looks  across  his  subjects. 

Every  voice  soon  dies. 
Then  he  moves  to  speak,  and 

emotions  start  to  fly. 

He  reads  a  poem  so  touching, 
you  often  times  can  feel; 

the  subject  he  portrays,  no  doubt; 
must  be  more  than  real. 

Starting  slow  and  quiet. 

You're  straining  just  to  hear 
the  words  that  leave  his  lips. 

He  makes  them  all  so  clear, 

then  builds  himself  to  fever  pitch 
and  looks  in  someone's  eyes. 
And  moves  about  in  endless  flight, 
you'd  think  he's  gonna  die. 

With  both  arms  flailing  through  the 

air  his  fist  comes  crashing  down. 
And  falling  to  the  podium,  it 

fills  the  room  with  sound. 

Now  every  eye  is  turned  on  him 

in  silence  and  in  awe. 
And  every  mind  in  reverance 

ponders  what  it  saw. 

He  yells  and  shouts  and  screams  and 
moves,  as  if  he  were  a  fool,  and 
laughs  when  he  says  that  he'd  make 
love,  to  a  horse,  in  Istanbul. 

Regaining  his  composure,  he 

starts  up  once  again. 
Getting  so  excited  that  you'd 

think  it  was  a  sin. 

Like  preaching  a  revival;  he's  got 

that  certain  look,  and 
cast's  it  down  upon  you  until 

you  take  the  hook. 

And  when  the  hours  over  you 
look  up  to  a  man,  and 

realize  that  no  one  reads; 
a  poem  like  Duncan. 

Ken  Bergstrom 


SKY  FOCUS  THE  WAY 

BLUE  IS  BEFORE  ME  IN  THE  OUTER  REACHES 
OF  THE  SKIES 

SUCH  DEPTH,  HAS  THIS  BLUENESS,  IT  BRINGS 
COOLNESS  TO  MY  EYES.  .  .  . 

INCONSISTANT  COTTON  SWIRLS  TURN  AND  TWIST 
IN  DIZZY  ARRAY 

FORMULATING  FUNNELS  THAT  FLOAT  AWAY.  .  .  . 
HIDDEN  AMONGST  THESE  COTTON  SWIRLS, 
IS  THE  SUN,  WHO  SHINES  AND  CALLS  IT 
DAY 


Paul  Lange 


PEGASUS 

SILVER  DRIFTING  CLOUDS 

MOTTLING  THE  SKY 

EXPLODE  APART.  AS  IF  IN  ANGER 

PEGASUS!    WINGED  SENTINEL  OF  THE  GODS 

STALKING  THE  SKY  WITH  GENTLE 

MERRIMENT 

VENUS  TEARS  DAMPEN  HIS  IVORY  WINGS, 

THORS  THUNDERBOLTS  PASS  HIM  BY 

HE  CLIMBS  TO  OLYMPUS,  WINGS  BEATING  WITH 

STRENGTH 

CIRCLING,  DANCING,  GUARDING 

PANS   FLUTE   WHISPER  SOFTLY 

APOLLOS  POETRY  IS  SUNG 

CENTAURS  ROMP  IN  THE  PARTING  MISTS 

OLYMPUS  LIES  IN  PEACE 

FOR  PEGASUS  WATCHES  THE 

KINGDOM  OF  ZEUS! 

Susan  Bazyk 


THE  AUTHENTIC  SPIRIT  OF  SOCIAL  SCIENCE 

Life  is  an  adventure  in  a  world 

That  alters  as  we  walk  on  it; 
Every  manifestation  of  existence  is  fraught  with  exposure  to  dangers: 

Those  challenges  and  threats  inherent  in  any  dynamic  relationship 
Between  the  individual  and  his  environment. 

Creative  individuals,  frequently  called  simpletons  or  seers: 

Artists,  philosophers,  scientists,  outsiders-  those  irrepressible 
Spirits  who  burst  all  barriers  - 

Can  never  hope  to  avoid  some  of  the  dangers  and  agonies  of  the  world; 
They  strive  not  necessarily  for  themselves. 

But  for  a  process  of  emotional,  intellectual  and  ethical  growth 
That  goes  on  forever. 

Who  are  these  stalwart  pioneers  of  human  condition' 

Let  me  call  the  R>\\  of  Honor  (to  name  but  a  few)  of  spirited  colleagues 

Across  the  generation  gap  who  have  helped  to  extend  mankind's  experiential  reach  - 
William  Shakespeare  (1564-1616):  who  remains  virtually  unexcelled  as  a 
story  teller  and  explorer  of  the  human  heart,  mind  and  soul: 
Thomas  Jefferson  (17431826):  who  provided  the  essential  leadership  in 

placing  before  mankind  one  of  the  noblest  expressions  of  representative 
government  under  a  constitution: 
Horace  Mann  (17961859):  who  won  his  victory  for  humanity  by  implementing 

an  effective  structure  of  universal  public  education  in  America; 
Auguste  Comte  (1798-1857):  who  constructed  a  science  of  society  that  sought 

to  rival  in  ti's  vigor  the  established  sciences; 
Abraham  Lincoln  (1809-1865):  who  so  eloquently  provided  mankind  with  the  sovereign 
definition  of  democracy  -  government  OF  the  people.  BY  the  people, 
FOR  the  people; 
Charles  Darwin  (1809-1882);  along  with  A.  R.  Wallace:  who  conveyed  the 

creative,  emergent  quality  of  human  existance; 
Sigmund  Freud  (1856-1939):  who  probed  the  hinteriand  of  man's  mind  as  a 
psychological  geographer  and  concluded  that  the  sleep  of  the  world  was 
being  disturbed  by  forces  within  man  and  his  society; 
John  Dewey  (1859-1952):  who  proposed  a  continuous  educational  experiment  - 
the  release  of  human  potential  via  scientific  pedagogical  procedures  within 
a  framework  of  democratic  associations; 
Emile  Durkheim  (18591917):  who  pioneered  in  the  application  of  statistical 

methods  to  a  complex  sociological  issue  (suicide); 
Martin  Luther  King,  Jr.  (1929-1968);   who  was  a  Nobel  peace  prize  winner  with 

a  dream  that  someaay  Americans  would  rise  up  and  live  out  the  true  nitduing 
of  the  Declaration  of  Independence;  that  democracy  is  the  only  form  of 
government  founded  on  the  dignity  of  human  beings,  not  the  dignity  of 
certain  people,  of  educated  people,  white  or  black,  but  of  all  people; 

Margaret  Mead  (1901-     ):  who  has  inducted  all  thoughtful  people  into  tomorrow's 
world  by  way  of  her  own  exemplary  maturity  and  conceptual  advocacy  of 
mankind  and  womankind  giving  precedence  to  the  universality  of  humanhood. 

These  daring  explorers  of  the  human  condition  have  grappled  with  the  versatility 

of  the  adaptive  mechanism  of  culture; 
We  continue  to  learn  from  the  struggle  and  sacrifice  of  previous  generations  - 

about  our  human  potential  despite  incessant  attempts  at  adaptation  which  are 

not  always  sucessful; 
New  challenges,  new  threats  serve  to  forge  ways  of  enhancing  human  welfare; 
Failures,  partial  or  total,  temporary  or  permanent,  only  intensify  the  vision  of 

a  life  free  of  constant  stresses  and  strains,  suggesting  the  immediate  short- 
range  goal  of  tranquiUity; 
Nonrtheless,  the  idealism  of  a  golden  age  must  yield  to  a  constant  inquiry 

into  the  forces  that  impinge  on  all  learned  cultural  arrangements; 
Predictably,  this  self-imposing  striving  for  ever-new  distant  goals  -  a 

persistent  belief  in  a  golden  age  of  harmonius  human  interrelationships  - 

makes  the  fate  of  man  even  more  unpredictable. 
As  long  as  there  is  human  leadership  reaching  into  the  unknown  to  create  situations 

that  bridge  socio-biological  values,  problems  of  adaptation  will  endlessly 

arise. 
Profound,  intrinsic,  self-imposed  urging  and  strivings  -  in  a  truer  sense,  the 

human  capacity  and  quest  to  learn  --  shall  create  a  state  of  mind  that  constantly 

lends  itself  to  modification  for  the  sake  of  new  illusions  and  new  goals. 
This  is  the  authentic  spirit  of  Social  Science! 

Dr.  Samuel  S.  Bottosto 


All  these  colors  are  love 

And  you  noticed  I'm  sure 

That  seldom  do  you  see  love 

In  black  or  grey 

Like  a  thundercloud 

Or  a  storm  in  the  distance 

For  love  dressed  in  black, 

Like  a  fight  between  friends 

Is  only  the  actual  lack  of  love 

Shown  through  the  mirrors 

Of  selfishness  and  petty  jealousies. 


What  color  is  love? 
Love  is  a  rainbow. 
Shining  and  beautiful, 
Hopeful,  warm  and  bright. 

First  it  is  yellow 

Like  the  sun, 

Like  the  feeling  your  loved  one  can  bring. 

Then  it  is  pale,  pale  pink 

Like  the  joy  that  you  see 

On  the  lips  of  children  laughing 

Like  the  sky  in  late  sunset 

Always  with  the  hope 

For  a  new  day  to  dawn 

A  tomorrow  to  come  forever. 

Next  it  is  blue 

Blue  like  the  sky--without  clouds 

When  all  is  sharp  and  clear 

And  blue  like  the  quilt 

On  Grandma's  old  bed 

Mellow  and  solemn 

Yet  easing  to  the  eyes. 

Then  it  is  slow  brown 

A  warm  tingling  color 

Full  of  solid  security 

Like  the  love  of  a  father 

Who  watches  his  age  go  swirling  past 

And  who  watches  his  young  ones 

Grow  up  far  too  fast. 

Next  it  is  white 

Brilliant  white! 

Like  a  bride  at  the  altar. 

Like  a  light  in  the  darkness  of  sorrow 

Or  the  aura  of  peace  when  all  have  lost  hope. 


So  remember  friends,  when  asked, 

"What  color  is  love?" 

Answer  that  it's  a  rainbow 

Yellow,  pink,  brown,  white  and  blue 

Shining  and  true 

Hopeful,  warm  and  bright 

Two  wonderful  gifts 

That  God  has  given  -- 

Love  and  the  rainbow. 

Giving  us  hope 
To  show  us  the  way 
To  light  the  path 
Toward  the  eternal  day. 

Mary  Hiegel 
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I'M  ME 

I'm   not   like   anyone   else. 

I   don't   want   to   be. 

Many   people   don't   understand   that 

And   they   cut   me   down.    .    . 

I   don't   think   any   less   of   them   because   they 

do. 

•   • 

I   know   that   you   try   to   understand.    .    . 

But   still,   there   are   times 

When   you   don't   understand 

I  know.   .    . 

I   can   tell. 

It   may   be   because   I   have   some   very   strange 

moods 

I  guess  maybe  I  shouldn't  get  so  excited  and  upset 

at  times, 

But   that's   me.    .    . 

That's   the   way   I   am. 

I  hope  you'll  try  to   understand. 

But,   I  guess  no   one  will  ever  entirely  understand 

me.   .   . 

Because   I   don't. 

Myself. 

Life   changes   and   so   will   I.    .    . 

With   Time. 

Susan  Deal 

EMPTY   ROOM 

An  empty  room  waits  like  a  lonely  lover. 

Patiently  pondering  memories  of  time. 

Darting   its   stale   smell   of  has   been 

it   guards   it's  lonely   cover. 

And   so   it   sits 

Revealing  darkened   candles   on  dusty  sills 

Among   the   corners   where   grayness   spills 

EDUCATION 

The   sound   of  nothing   echoes   in   there 

like   rain   running  down  window   glass. 

A  happy  caterpillar. 

Silently   blurring   the   view 

I  have  no  wish  to  be  a  butterfly. 

Nothing   changes  here. 

To  fly?  Absurd.  I'm  afraid  of  heights. 

Seasons   of  time   that   will   never   pass 

Tell   me   I  must  spend   my  days 

rest  lazily   in   the   chair 

cooped  in  that  little  silken  tomb? 

No   one  goes  in   there. 

No!      I   love   to   crawl 

To   play   a   game   or   read   a  book 

in   the   comfortable   dust 

Events  have   ceased   to   happen 

of  ignorance. 

In   this   forsaken   place 

And  where  is  the  guarantee 

arms   of  inner   space, reaching   out 
Grasping   at  life   or   glimpses   of  her. 

that   I  will  fly 

on  the  day  of  rebirth? 

An   empty   room  waits   like   a   lonely   lover. 

Go   away,   leave   me   alone. 
I'm  sleepy. 

*         *         *         * 

Joyce  Salamone 

Rebecca  Serijan 
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Some  men  walk  straight  forward. 
As  if  to  meet  life  head  on 
And  face  all  that  is  to  come. 

Some  men  walk  sideways. 

As  if  half  afraid  to  encounter  the  problems  ahead. 

Yet,  neither  of  these  is  bad 
Because  at  least  they,  if  only  in  part. 
Watch,  and  can  find  reality  when  it  shows. 
Unlike  those  who  never  see  reality 
Or  face  life  as  it  is,  only  as  it  seems 
Behind  the  distorted  mirror  of  a  dream. 


Mary  Hiegel 
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Mother  of  the  Universe, 

Your  ecstasy  is  done, 

I've  crawled  inside  an  empty  womb, 

To  save  me  from  the  sun. 

I've  trembled  til  my  body. 
Cried  out  to  ease  the  pain. 
But  I  know  it's  not  the  body 
That's  to  blame. 

The  light's  to  bright  for  my  dark  eyes. 
They're  blinded  by  the  dawn. 
It  seems  your  white  knight  swooped  upon 
My  black  defenseless  pawn. 

And  I'm  not  all  I  claim  to  be, 
Though  you've  seen  at  times  I've  tried. 
Oh,  Mother,  can  I  know  you  still? 
There's  no  place  left  to  hide. 

Janice  Rabon 
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ARTWORK-3RD  PLACE-  CHARMION  MORRIS 
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LEANING  BACK  IN  MY  CHAIR 

LEANING  BACK  IN  MY  CHAIR 

I  WATCHED  AS  HE 
CAME  RUNNING  OVER  TO  ME 

HE  SMILED  AS  HE  GOT 
ON  MY  LAP 

AND  I  SMILED  BACK 
AT  HIM. 


Christopher  Marc  Wagner 
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THE  GARDEN  GATES 


COME, 

BEYOND  THE  GARDEN  GATES 
SEE  ALL  THE  BEAUTY  THAT  LIES  WITHIN. 
SMELL  THE  FRESH  AIR, 

FEEL  THE  RICH  BROWN  EARTH  BENEATH  YOU 
AND  PONDER  ALL  DAY  ON  A  FROG  IN  THE  POND. 

Tish  Palmer 


DAUGHTER 

Careful,  girl-child,  you  do  not  know 
the  power  of  the  undertow. 
You  only  know  you  love  to  be 
a  part  of  the  roaring,  tumbling  sea. 


ON  DREAMS 

Keep  your  feet  down  on  the  ground, 
Open  up  your  eyes  and  see, 
Don't  bog  down  your  thoughts  on  dreams, 
Visualize  reality. 

See  the  hate  and  grief  and  strife, 
Face  it  man,  it's  part  of  life, 
The  world  is  coming  to  an  end, 
There  is  no  hope, 
Face  up  to  it,  friend. 

Naive  you  are, 
Like  a  child, 
Where's  your  sense 
Where's  your  style? 

If  having  style  is  seeing  life, 

As  only  hate  grief  and  strife, 

Never  closing  your  eyes  to  see, 

Imaginings  or  dreams, 

Always  expecting  the  world  to  end, 

Then  you  are  the  one  who's  naive  my  friend. 

And  you  may  continue, 
Preaching  your  ways. 
Selling  your  style, 
'Til  the  end  of  your  days. 

I  will  go  on, 

with  my  head  in  the  sky, 
airing  my  thoughts, 
of  breezes  gone  by. 

And  I'll  sit  and  ponder 
And  pity  you,  man, 
For  I  can  dream  dreams, 
That  you  never  can. 


Debbie  Gaggiani 


Watching  you  from  the  sand  so  warm, 
I  want  to  keep  you  safe  from  harm. 
I  long  to  reach  and  take  your  hand 
and  pull  you  gently  back  to  land. 

I've  kept  you  close,  safe  by  my  side 
in  other  bouts  with  sea  and  tide. 
But  now  you  are  a  babe  no  longer. 
I've  seen  your  body  growing  stronger. 

The  truth  at  last  I  understand. 
I  cannot  keep  you  on  the  sand. 
There  are  limits  you  must  try; 
all  your  needs  I  can't  supply. 

Try,  my  darling,  dare  to  see 
how  far  to  go  in  life  or  sea. 
I'll  watch  while  on  your  wings  you  soar 
and  pray  you  stay  close  to  the  shore. 

Joyce  Salamone 

DARK  LADY 

PAINTED  EYES,  PAINTED  LIPS 
CRUSHED  DREAMS 

SOCIETYS  VICTIM 

CURSED  OR  CARESSED 

CAUGHT  IN  A  TUMULT.  A  WHIRLPOOL 

LEADING  NOWHERE 

WOUNDED.  ANGRY 

WANTING 

ALWAYS  SEARCHING 

IN  DESPERATION 

FOR  WHAT  ISNT  THERE 

PAINTED  SOUL. 

Susan  Bazyk 
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TO  A  FRIEND 

I  wish  you  the  greatest  love  of  love, 

and,  hope  your  dreams  can  find  you, 

floating  down  the  lazy  mainstream, 

with  all  your  fears  drowning 

in  the  wake  of  life's  grandest  illusions. 

The  glories  of  the  sun  burst  wide, 

reaching  golden  fingers  of  warmth 

into  the  corners  of  your  night, 

seeking  them  out  and  chasing  the  shadows  away. 


Janice  Rabon 


Page  twenty 


FOREVER  FRIENDS 

Daily  the  old  man  would  walk  by  the  park  and  watch  the  children  play.    Today,  however,  no  one  was  ther« 
and   the   swings   sat  lifeless.     An  eerie  darkness  loomed  overhead,  and  it  was  evident  a  storm  was  approaching. 

His  casual  stride  hastened  into  a  somewhat  faster  pace.  The  skies  opened  and  the  rain  came  down  in  a  torrent. 
The  sidewalk  became  ice,  causing  the  old  man  to  lose  his  footing.    Hitting  his  head,  he  was  rendered  unconscious. 

After  what  seemed  hours,  he  slowly  regained  his  senses.   It  was  no  longer  raining,  but  there  was  a  slight 
drizzle. 

"Are  you  okay?" 

Looking  up  he  saw  a  little  girl  approximately  five  years  old,  dripping  wet.     Carefully  she  helped  him  up. 

"Are  you  okay?"  she  repeated. 

"Yes,  yes,  I'll  be  fine,"    Starting  away,  he  stumbled. 

"I  better  help  you,"  she  offered 

Soon  the  pair  came  upon  an  old  house.    There  was  a  rickety  old  picket  fence  to  keep  intruders  out.    Shutters 
hung  by  single  hinges,  and  the  house  seemed  lonely. 

"This  is  it,"  the  old  man  informed  her.    "Would  you  like  to  come  in?    You  look  cold." 
They  entered  the  house  and  the  little  girl  took  a  seat.    Looking  around,  she  saw  a  cat  sleeping  on  the  footstool 
in  the  living  room  of  the  tiny  house.  The  inside  was  kept  very  neat  and  warm. 
"How  different  the  outside  is  in  comparison  to  the  inside,"  she  thought. 

"Here  you  are.   Be  careful,  it's  hot."  The  old  man  set  a  cup  of  hot  chocolate  in  front  of  her.  Then  he  pulled 
up  a  chair  for  himself. 

"I  sure  do  thank  you  for  helping  me  like  that,  miss.  That  was  quite  a  fall  I  had."  The  old  man  smiled.   "Can  I 
ask  your  name?" 

"Tami,"  she  replied,  then  quickly  added,  "I'm  four  and  a  half!"  Her  bright  blue  eyes  glistened. 
"My  you're  a  big  girl.  My  name  is  Mr.  Whesley,  but  why  don't  you  call  me  Uncle  Charlie?" 
"Okay!"  Carefully  she  sipped  her  chocolate. 

Tami  glanced  at  the  peaceful  cat,  then  turned  to  the  old  man  once  again. 
"My  cat?    Oh,  his  name  is  Solomon.  He's  one  of  my  few  friends.  Nobody  visits  me,  and  except  for  my  daily  wfelks, 
I  never  get  out  of  the  house.   By  the  way,  how  did  you  know  I  needed  help?"  the  old  man  asked. 

"I  live  across  the  street  from  the  park  and  when  I  looked  out  the  window  to  watch  the  rain,  I  saw  you  lying  there. 
So,  I  came  and  helped."    Tami  explained. 

Mr.  Whesley  and  Tami  talked  for  a  while,  but  all  too  soon,  Tami  had  to  leave. 
"May  I  come  back?"  the  child  inquired. 
"Please  do,"  begged  the  old  man. 

As  time  passed,  they  seemed  inseparable.  When  neighbors  saw  the  little  girl  skipping  dowm  the  sidewalk,  her  blonde 
curly  hair  flowing  in  the  wind,  they  knew  her  friend  was  close  behind.  Many  times  the  pair  would  be  seen  having  a  picnic 
in  the  park,  and  he  even  took  her  to  the  fair  when  it  was  in  town.   But  one  day  -- 

"Uncle  Charlie,  Uncle  Charlie,  I'm  going  to  start  school."  the  little  shouted  as  she  ran  up  the  walkway. 
Now  things  had  changed.  The  daily  walKs  were  transferred  from  morning  to  afternoon,  and  her  visits  consisted  of  a 
few  hours  after  school  and  week-ends. 

For  every  'A'  on  her  report  card,  the  old  man  gave  Tami  a  quarter.  On  her  birthday,  Mr.  Whesley  brought  her  a 
box.  In  it  was  a  handmade  medal,  rectangular  in  shape,  with  this  inscription: 

"REMEMBER  THE  TIMES, 
ALL  TOO  FEW. 

MY  SPECIAL  LITTLE  FRIEND, 
I'LL  REMEMBER  YOU."  U.  CharUe 
When  it  came  time  for  his  birthday,  the  small  child  beamed  with  pride.     She  had  made  him  a  picture  of  the 
park,  which  he  hung  on  the  wall.    They  were  happy  together  and  shared  many  secrets.    Then  as  quickly  as  the  rain 

had  come  that  day,  so  very  long  ago,  the  old  man  died.    Tami  went  to  the  house  after  school  as  usual,  but  it  was  empty. 
Solomon  wandered  around  aimlessly. 

"Where's  Uncle  Charlie,  Solomon?"   The  Uttle  gently  picked  the  cat  up.  Something  was  wrong,  she  just  knew  it! 
There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  it  was  opened  to  a  short,  fat  lady  who  let  herself  in.    It  was  Mr.  Whesley's 
neighbor 

"Tami,  I  have  to  tell  you  something."  Putting  the  child  in  a  chair,  she  began  trying  to  explain. 
"You  won't  be  able  to  see  your  Uncle  Charli  anymore.    He  has  gone  to  stay  with  God." 
"Uncle  Charlie  talked  about  God  a  lot.    He  always  used  to  tell  me  stories  about  Him,  but  how  could  he  go  to 
Him  now?"    Tears  ran  down  the  small  face.     For  days  Tami  was  in  a  sort  of  a  daze.    She  couldn't  even  think  right. 
How  long  could  this  last?    Something  had  to  be  changing  soon,  she  thought.  When  school  ended,  shortly  after  the  old  man 
died,  Tami  passed  the  park.   She  walked  over  to  their  favorite  tree  and  sat  beneath  it.  Thoughts  ran  through  her  mind  of 
all  the  fun  they  had  sitting  under  that  tree,  and  whenever  they  were  together.    She  could  visualize  Uncle  Charlie's  face 
when  they  had  walked  through  the  fair  grounds  eatin.^  cotton  candy.  A  smile  crept  across  her  face  as  she  realized  he 
could  never  really  die,  because  the  memory  of  him  lived  on.    Tami  reached  up  and  touched  the  medal  he 
naa  given  her.  Whispering,  she  recited: 

REMEMBER  THE  TIMES, 
ALL  TOO  FEW. 

MY  SPECIAL  LITTLE  FRIEND, 
I'LL  REMEMBER  YOU.  .  .. 
Looking  up  toward  the  sky,  the  child  called,  "Thanks  Uncle  CharUe," 
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THE  CHILD 


I  see  the  laughter  in  your  eyes, 
And  know  it's  in  your  soul. 
It  chimes  the  rhyme  eternally, 
For  my  heart  to  hold. 


And  love  outshines  your  outstretched  hand, 

And  presses  close  to  me. 

And  waits  so  helplessly  to  hear. 

Just  how  things  are  to  be. 


« 
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AMERICAN  PORTRAIT 

When  I  first  saw  him,  he  was  haunched  down  like  a  beaten  dog  in  some  scrawny,  overgrown 
bushes  by  the  road.  It  was  early  in  the  morning,  it's  sun,  a  pale  ball  rising  over  the  black  tree  line 
on  the  east  horizen.  People  crowded  the  road  bumper  to  bumper  on  their  way  to  school  and  work. 
Sleepy-eyed  and  short-sighted,  they  didn't  notice  me  walking  to  school  for  my  first  morning  class. 
It  is  no  one's  guess  why  I  stepped  closer.  He  looked  up  -  a  bony  skeleton  with  sallow  skin  held  moist 
black  eyes  sunken  deep  into  their  sockets.  These  eyes  appeared  to  me  in  that  instant  as  the  eyes  of 
a  starving  slave,  pleading  with  his  master  for  mercy.  The  man  made  the  story  real  before  my  eyes  as  I 
neared  him.  I  could  see  at  last  what  he  was  so  wearily  protecting.  To  us,  it  would  be  a  torn  bag 
of  refuse  cast  annoyingly  into  a  dumpster.  To  this  creature,  this  man,  it  was  his  prize,  his  breakfast. 
It  was  hunger  in  those  sunken  black  eyes.  What  made  me  walk  away  then  was  not  apathy.  It  was 
not  respect  for  any  integrity  he  once  might  have  had.  You  could  call  it  overwhelming  feeling  of 
disappointment  that  in  our  two  hundred  years  one  might  still  see  an  American  citizen  haunched 
down  in  the  bushes  picking  at  garbage.  With  all  our  economic,  industrial  and  technological  advances, 
the  lands  and  states  called  America,  harbor  the  poor  and  the  oppressed. 
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What  could  be  more  beautiful 
Than  peaceful  solitude 
What  could  be  more  ugly 
Than  lonliness 
Where  is  the  difference 
Solitude  by  choice 
Lonliness  by  accident 
Or  perhaps  by  choice 

Also 

What  could  be  lovlier 

Than  a  lonely  island 

With  peaceful  people 

And  the  sun  rises  only  to  set  again 

Day  in,  day  out 

What  could  be  more  beautiful 

Than  peaceful  solitude 

And  I  could  walk  hand  in  hand 

With  John,  Thoreau  and  Hemingway 

Through  a  land  of  dreams  never  more  to  face  the  reality 

of  hypocrisy, 

of  dishonesty, 

of  hate, 

of  today 

What  could  be  more  beautiful. 


Jacqueline  Fogg 
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THE  WAR 

I  walk  the  ground  where  used  to  grow 

my  grandma's  garden. 

I  see  her  there 

stopping  by  the  rosebush. 

Tasting  the  shade  of  a  nearby  tree 

she  pauses,  hoe  in  hand. 

She  routs  a  brazen  weed 

that  dared  to  push  it's  way 

into  her  sanctuary. 

She  smiles— all  is  perfection. 


The  scent  of  roses  fades 

as  does  her  image. 

Gone  the  flowers.  Gone  the  lady. 

Both  living  only  in  memory. 

I  walk  the  piece  of  earth. 

Even  the  house  has  long  since  been  torn  down. 

But  here  it  was— and  I  frown 

at  the  weeds  laughing  in  victory. 

Joyce  Salamone 
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DEATH  OF  A  DAY 

I  watched  the  death  of  a  day  just  now 

And  saw  each  fever-flushed  dye 

Stretch  slender  arms  out  in  the  sky 

As  in  reluctance  to  take  it's  bow 

It  strained  against  dark'ning  hands  of  night 

Toward  velvet  blue  and  lacy  white. 

I  saw  the  death  of  a  day  just  now. 

Weaker  and  fainter  grew  the  dying  day 

And  slowly  vanished  from  my  pitying  gaze. 

Lol  Night  blots  out  the  dying  maze 

And  sweeps  it  clear,  across  the  way. 

But  cold  and  heartless  though  the  night  appears, 

I  see  up  in  the  sky  it's  gleaming  tears. 

Thus  day  is  dead!  I  saw  it  now! 


Gunda  Caldwell 


MELANCHOLY  MORNINGS 

I  look  at  my  hands-- 

The  hands  of  a  woman,  wrinkled  in  kindness, 

strengthened  from  sadness,  a  little  crooked  from 

bitterness; 
And  I  grasp  melancholy  mornings,  and  the  need  to  take  the 

world,  and  life  again,  into  my  house  for  breakfast. 


• 


Sarah  Palmer 
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GRADUATION  THOUGHTS 

I  cannot  wish  upon  a  star 

For  stars  are  too  well  hidden 

Among  the  waiting,  anxious  hopes 

For  May,  it's  day  forbidden. 

Instead  I  wish  upon  a  friend 

Whose  kindness  far  exceeds 

These  crowded  halls  and  gaping  doors 

Which  fail  to  fill  my  needs. 

I  wish  that  I  could  accept  that  time 

So  slowly  must  creep  by 

Until  the  gates  fling  open  wide 

Allowing  me  to  fly. 

Yes,  I've  retained  enough  to  know 

That  wisdom  is  not  found 

Alone  in  paper  books  and  pads 

To  which  a  class  is  bound. 

Yet  if  I  had  to  choose  between 

A  classroom  and  a  slum 

My  poverty  would  surely  lie 

In  choosing  either  one. 

Yet  only  here  in  crowded  halls 

Do  paths  begin  to  lead 

To  recognition  of  a  way 

In  which  our  minds  to  feed. 

Don't  let  your  soul  remain 

On  someone's  kitchen  shelf 

And  Don't  ignore  your  burden  here 

Your  wisdom  is  your  wealth. 


Rebecca  Serijan 


DO  YOU  UNDERSTAND? 

DO  YOU  UNDERSTAND? 

DO  YOU  REALLY,  HONESTLY  UNDERSTAND? 

I  DON'T  THINK  YOU  DO... 

YET,  IT'S  SO  SIMPLE... 

I  AM  ME... 

I  DO  THINGS  MY  WAY. 

YOU  SAY  YOU  UNDERSTAND, 

BUT.  DO  YOU? 

OR.  IS  THAT  JUST  A  WAY 

TO  PUSH  ME  ASIDE. 

BECAUSE.  YOU  DON'T  CARE. 

Susan  Deal 


DITTY 

Illusion  surrounds  us 
Like  a  cacoon 
Distorting 
Our  every  view 

Perception  so  dim 
We  see  with  our  eyes 
And  take  what  we  see 
To  be  true.  .  . 

K.  Rae  Eaton 


MISPLACED  EYEGLASSES 
(With  apologies  to  Robert  Burns) 

O'  where  could  my  eyeglasses  be? 

Those  reinforcements  that  help  me  tae  see 

Beyond  my  ain  nose 

Sometimes  ,y  sight  goes 

But  if  only  they're  o'er  my  ee. 

Where  hae  my  eyeglasses  gang? 

Those  augumenting  cameras  lang 

Hae  helped  me  tae  gaze 

O'er  sunshine  an'  haze 

An'  distinguish  a'  right  things  from  wrang. 

What  could  hae  happened  to  thira? 

Those  hueless,  transparent  lens  gems. 

I  need  that  ane  pair 

Wi'  a'  the  lang  hair 

I  canna  tell  a  her  from  a  him. 

I  searched  high  an'  low  for  my  aids; 

Wi'out  thim  everything  fades. 

I  enlisted  my  peers 

To  help  ease  my  fears 

Sin'  my  looking  had  caused  me  jades. 

"Dos't  tha'  see  what  I  see,"  they  all  said, 

"Thee  by  thy  hand  should  be  led." 

They  stood  there  and  wiggled 

In  amusement  they  giggled 

For  my  glasses  were  on  top  o'  my  head. 

Mary  Julia  Chappell 
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ECHOES 

I  have  a  dream! 

All  this  will  not  be  finished  in 
the  first  hundred  days.  Nor  will  it  be 
finished  the  first  one  thousand  days.  But 
let  us  begin. 

Lay  your  shoulders  to  the  wheel 

Glory,  glory  hallelujah! 

Fourscore  and  seven  years  ago  our  fathers 
brought  forth  on  this  continent  a  new  nation 
conceived  in  Liberty  and  dedicated  to  the 
proposition  that  all  men  are  created  equal. 

The  rights  of  man  came  not  from  the 
generosity  of  the  state  but  from  the  hands  of  God. 

Then  pay  Ceasar  what  is  due  to  Ceaser 
and  God  what  is  due  to  God. 

Glory,  glory  hallelujah! 

Love  your  neighbor  as  much  as  you 
love  yourself. 

I  have  a  dream  that  man  will  not  be 
judged  by  the  color  of  his  skin  but  by  the 
content  of  his  character. 

I  am  tired  of  fighting. 

I  want  to  have  time  to  look  for  my 
children  and  see  how  many  of  them  I  can  find. 

Glory,  glory  hallelujah! 

Ann  Uhl 


A  MOMENT'S  INSIGHT 

I  sat  quietly, 

looking  into  the  dark  of  the  night, 
and  listening  to  the  crying  wind. 
The  ocean  waters  reached  for  the  shore, 

and  the  trees  danced  in  the  background. 
I  was  trying  to  understand  the  things  of  life. 

Why  is  there  war,  and  not  everlasting  peace? 

Why  are  certain  people  given  rights  above  everyone  else? 
Why  is  everyone  different? 
Why  are  some  people  given  faith, 
then  constantly  having  it  tested? 
The  question  "why"  seems  always  to  be  there. 
Where  have  all  the  answers  been  hidden? 
I  looked  into  the  ocean, 

expecting  answers  to  come  from  it's  depths, 

but  none  came. 
The  moon  had  slipped  away, 

and  morning  was  about  to  begin. 
Then,  as  the  sun  came  floating  above  the  horizen, 
I  looked  up, 

and  for  the  slightest  second, 

I  understood. 

Corinne  Plante 


SKIN  TIGHT 

Jeans  skin  tight 
shirt   hanging  low 
Standing   on   the   corner 
ready  to  go 

Going  to  see  the  world 
finding   my   own  high 
Not   gonna   be   a   person 
that  lets  Hfe   by 

A  car   stops   for   me 
I   see   a   smiling   face 
Going  to   have   a   good   time 
in   some   far-off  place 

Jeans   skin   tight 
shirt   hanging  low 
Didn't   find   my  world 
ain't  no  place  to  go 

Susan  Bazyk 
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A  MATTER  OF  SUPERIORITY 


De  nigger  he  get  drunk  on  Saterday 
The  white  man  unwinds  with  a  few  drinks 

De  nigger  gal  has  a  black  bastard 
The  white  girl  has  a  quiet  abortion 

De  nigger  couple,  they  shack  up 
The  white  couple  has  a  relationship 

De  nigger  he  caint  talk  nohow 
The  white  man  has  a  regional  accent 

De  nigger  he  on  welfare  because 
he  too  sorry  to  work 

The  white  man  has  to  take  welfare  because 
he  has  had  bad  luck 

De  nigger  he  too  lazy  to  work 
The  white  man  hires  the  negro  for  labor 

De  nigger  chile  he  too  dumb  to  learn 
The  white  child  has  a  learning  problem 

De  nigger  puts  all  his  money  on  he  back 
The  white  man  dresses  to  keep  up  appearances 

Any  fool  can  see  which  race  is  superior 
And  he  does 


Marion  Freemaif 
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Let  There  Forever  An  England  Be! 

England,  Mother  England;  once  our  ruling  state. 

You  have  lost  the  glory,  the  people's  cause  too  great. 

From  here  afar  we  watch  you  lose. 

Faith  in  pomp  and  ceremony  which  others  helped  you  choose. 


Labor  Party  or  Conservative  do  not  care 
If  the  people's  cupboard  is  bare. 
Although  higher  than  the  people  they  live, 
So  little  do  they  give. 


Once  mighty  ruler  of  the  sea. 
In  the  past  fought  over  tax  on  tea. 
Now  fighting  for  the  right  to  fish, 
To  keep  fish  and  chips  on  your  dish. 

The  Unions  want,  the  Unions  get; 

At  the  cost  of  raising  prices  higher  yet. 

Workers  unite!   What's  left  of  your  country  can  be. 

Safe  and  secure  if  you  wish  it  again  for  thee. 

Unions  strike  for  higher  wages  and  lower  working  hours. 
This  is  how  they  abuse  their  powers. 
Instead  they  get  power  cuts  and  loss  of  bus  and  train. 
The  Common  Market  sours  once  again. 


England  has  taken  freeloaders  from  any  far  off  land, 
Who  are  taking  food  and  money  from  the  people's  hand. 
Free  room  and  care  and  medicine  for  all. 
This  can  but  be  socialism's  downfall. 

Let  There  Forever  An  England  Be! 
Union  and  Labor  shall  not  always  control  thee. 
What  once  was  can  return;  as  your  flag  you  still  see, 
Remains  overhead,  flying  peaceful  and  free. 

Arise,  Oh  England's  people,  sleep  not  all  your  life! 
It  is  not  too  late  to  save  your  land  and  yourselves  from  strife. 
Keep  your  (lag  from  drooping,  surely  this  is  not  what  you  planned. 
Let  There  Forever  An  England  Be;  A  strong  and  happy  land. 


John  A    Leone 
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THE   END 


Ashes  to  ashes, 
Dust  to  dust. 


You  may  not  want  to  go, 

But  when  you  must,  you  must. 
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